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When the- twenty-firot birthday of the

Princess Osra approached, her brother.
King Rudolf, desiring to make her a pres-
ent, summoned from his home at Verona
In Italy a painter of vy7 high fame, by
name Giraldo. and commanded him to paiqt
a portrait of the princess, to be her broth-
cer's gift to her. This command Giraldo
carried out, the princess giving him every
Opportunity of studying her features, and
grudging no time that was spent by her in
front of his easel, and the picture, when
finished, being pronounced to be as faithful
as beautiful, the reputation of Giraldo was
greatly enhanced by the painting of It.
Thus it followed that In many cases, when
foreign princes had heard the widespread
praises of Osra's beauty, they sent orders
to Giraldo to execute for them and dis-
patch with all speed miniatures or other
portraits of the princess, that they might
judge for themselves whether she were in
truth as lovely as report said; and they
sent Giraldo large sums of money in recom-

9od's (uese en Me for Eaving Slam-
dered the Beauty I Love.

pense, adding not seldom some further do-
nation In the express term and condition
that Giraldo should observe absolute fidel-ity In his representation and not permithimself the least flattery. For some desired
themselves to .court her, and others In-tended.their sons to ask her hand, If the
evidence of Giraldo's portraits satisfied
their hopes. Thus Giraldo, although but
two or three years above thirty, grew bothIn fame and wealth, and was very often in-
debted to the princess for the favor of avisit to his house, that he might again cor-rect his memory of her face.
Now, what several princes had done be-fore, It chaneed that the King of Glotten-berg also did; and Giraldo. to all appear-ances much pleaser, accepted the command

and prayed the princess to visit him; for,he said, this picture was to be larger and
more elaborate than the rest, and there-fore needed more study. of her. So theprincess went many times, and the portraitdestined for the King of Glottenberg (who
was said to be seeking a suitable alliancefor his eldest son) grew before her eyesInto the most perfect and beautiful pre-sentment of her which the skill of Glraldohad ever accomplished, and surpassed eventhat first picture which he had painted byKing Rudolf's command. And the king had
no doubt that, so soon as the picture hadreached the court of Glottenberg, an em-bassy would come from there to demandthe hand of his sister for the crown prince,a proposal which he would have rec eivedwith mach pleasure and gratification."I do not think.' said Os, tossing herhead, "that any such embassy will come,sire. For four or five pictures have been
already painted by Signor Giraldo In like
manner, but no embassies have come. It
seems that my poor features do not And
approval in the courts of Europe."
And her tone, It must be confessed, was

full of contempt. For the Princess Osra
ki-ew that she was beautiful. as, indeed,all beautiful ladies are, by the benevolence
of heaven, permitted to. How much greatermischief m!ght they work if such knowl-
edge were denied them!
"That's true enough," cried Rudolf.

"And I do not understand the meaning of
It. But It will not be so at Glottenberg.
For my good brother, the king, has eyesIn his head and his son sees no less well.
I met them in my travels and I can speak
of It. Most certainly an embassy will
come from Glottenberg before we are a
month older!"
Yet, strange to say, the same thing fol-

lowed on the dispatch of the portrait
(which Giraldo sent by a certain trusty
messenger, whom he was accustomed to
employ) as hati happened before; no em-
bassy came, and the King of Glottenberg
excused himself from paying a visit to
Strelsau. which he and his son had prom-
ised on the Invitation of King Rudolf.
Therefore Rudolf was very vexed and O8ra
also, thinking herself scorned, was sore at
heart, although she bore herself more
pioudly than before. And, being very
greatly disturbed in her mind concerning
her beauty, she went herself again to
Giraldo ani charged him to paint her once
mere.
"And this picture," she said, "is for my

own eyes and mine alone. Therefore, Sig-
nor, paint it faithfully and spare me not.
For If a woman be ugly. it is well she
should know it, and It seems that nobody
In the kingdom will tell me the truth, al-
though I get hints enough of it from
abroad." And she frowned and flushed
and was greatly out of temper, as any
beautiful lady would in such a case most
naturally be.
Giraldo bowed very low, seeking to hide

the sudden red that dyed his cheek and to
conceal the great joy which the command
of the princess gave him. For by reason
of having so often painted the princess, of
having so curiously studied her face, and!
of having spent so much time In her com-
pany, listening to her conversation and en-
joying her wit and grace, this hopeless
young man had become so hopelessly and
desrperately her lover that he no longer
cared to use' his brush in the service of
any other lady or lord, and stayed at Strel-
uau solely that he night again and again
de~lct the face that he loved, and save
when she sat before him he seemed now
unable to p'.y his art at all, and had he not
received so many commands for pictures
of her he would haive sat all day long idle,
thinking of her-which indeed was what he
did in the intervals between his labor on
her portraits. But she, not imagining such
presumption and folly on hiis part, thought
tliat be was glad merely because she would
pay him well; so she promised him more
and more, If only he would paint her faith-
fully. And he gave her his word that he
would paint her in every respect most
faithfully.
''For I desire to know." said she, "what

I am In truth like: for my mirror says one
th-ng and the King of Glottenberg-" But
here she stopped. remembering that such
er atters were not fit for Giraldo's ears.
Yet he must have understcod, for a strange
cunning exultant smile came on his lips
as he turned away and set himself to mix
the colors on his palette. Thus he began
this last picture and the princess came
every day anri stayed long, so that Giraldo
inight be able to render her likeness In
every moAt minute respect with perfect
fidelity.

"F'ior," she thought, resentfully. "either
I have no eyes or they have none In Glot-
tenberg."
But wher. she had thus been visiting

Giraldo for hard upon a month and the
picture was nearly finished, and was at
once the most lovely and the most faithful
of all that Giraldo had painted, It chanced
that letters camne to the king from a noble-
man of France who was nell known to
lim, and had known the princess as well,
the Marquis de Merosailles. And the mar-
u is wrote to the king In the greatest In-
gnation and scorn, upbraiding the king

and saying, "What Is this, sire? Do you
keep a madman at your court and call him
* painter? I have been at Gluttenberg;
and when I spoke there, as it is my humble
duty and my true delight to speak every-
where, of the Incomparable beauty of your
majesty's sister, the Princess Osra, the
king, his son and all the company did
nothing but laugh. And I fought three

account, and two of them I, heaven help-
ing me. wounded, and one, by some devil's
trick. wounded me. And after this, the
matter comind to the king's ear, he sent
for me and excused the laughter by show-
ing me a picture done by a rascal called
Giraldo at your court, and the picture was
named after your majesty's most matchless
sister; but, as I am a true son of the
church, It was more like a gutter wench,
and. on my honor and conscience, it squint-
ed most perceptibly. I pray you, sire, And
out the meaning of this thing; and receive
most htzmble duty and homage from your
devoted servant, and since your gracious-
ness so wills It, most obliged and obedient
friend, Henri Marquis de Merosalles. I
kiss the hand of the princess."
When the king had read this letter he

grew very thoughtful, and, unknown to
Giraldo, h- ent and caught the messengerwhom Giraldo was wont to intrust with
the pictures, and who had carried the pic-
ture of which M. de Merosailles wrote to
Glottenberg: and the king interrogated the
messenger most closely, but got nothing
from him, save that he himself never be-
held the pictures which he carried, but re-
ceived them frost carefully packed from
Giraldo, and so delivered them without un-
doing the coverings, and did wait until the
recipient had inspected the picture.- So that
the fellow did not know anything about the
picture that had gone to Glottenberg, ex-
eept that it was certainly the same as
Giraldo had intrusted to his hands. But
the king was not satisned, and, learningthat his sirter was at that moment at G-
raldo's house, being painted afresh by him,he called half a dosen of gentlessen and set
out on horseback for the place where Giral-
do lived in the street that runs from the
cathedral tcward the western gate of Strel-
Sau. To this day the house stands there.
The prircess sat and Giraldo painted.Behind the princess was a window, looking

on to the street, and behind Giraldo was a
second door, which led into an inner room.On Giraldo's easel stood the nearly fnished
picture, an-I GIraldo's eyes were alight both
with love and with triumph as he turned
from the princess to the picture, and fromthe picture to the princess again; and she,
seeing something of his admiration, said
with a blush:
"Is It, indeed, faithful, signor?" For itseemed even to herself a marvelously love-ly picture.
"No, madame," answered he. "For myImperfect hand cannot be faithful to per-fection."
"I pray you, do not flatter me. Have you.indeed, shown every fault of my face?""If there be a fault in your face, madame,there it is also in my picture," said Giraldo.The princess was silent for a moment,and then she said:
"It Is better, Is it not, than the pictureyou painted for the King of Glottenberg?"Giraldo painted a stroke or two before heanswered, carelesisly:"Indeed, madame, It In more faithful thanthat which the King of Glottenberg has.""Then less beautiful?" asked Osra witha petulant smile.
"Nay, I do not say that; not less beauti-ful," he answered.
"Perhaps he would like this one better,and give me his in exchange; 'for I never

saw his after it was fin!shed. I think Iwill ask the king, write to him."
Giraldo had suddenly turned round as

the princess made this suggestion, which
she spoke half In sport, half In continuingchagrin at the blindness shown- by the
court of Glottenberg. Now he stood star-ing at her with wide open alarmed eyes,and he dropped his brushes on to the floor.
"What ails you, signor?" she cried. "I

did but suggest exchanging the pictures."He tried to regain his composure, as he
stooped to pick up his brushes.
"The King of Glottenberg's picture Is the

best for him to have," said he suflenly."This one. madame, I painted for you your-self, and for you alone."
"I pay the price and can do what -I will

with the picture," retorted the princesshaught!ly. "And If I desire. I will give it
to the King of Glottenberg."
Giraldo had now turned very pale, and,

forgetful of the picture, stood gazing fix-
edly at the princess. For he could no
longer hold down In secrecy and silence the
passion that possessed him, but it was de-
clared in his eyes and In the trembling of
his limbs; so that the princess rose from

SHE KNEW NOW

her chair and shrank away from him in
alarm, regretting that she had dismissed
her ladies, In crder to be less restrained In
talk with the painter; and she tried to cry
out, that they might hear her where they
were fh an adjoining room, bu-t her cry
froze on her lips at the sight of Giraldo's
passion. And he cried in a hoarse whisper:
"He shall not have the picture, he shall

not have It!" And as he spoke he moved
nearer to the princess, who still shrank
away from him, being now in very great
alaum and thinking that surely he had run
mad, Yet she looked at him and, looking,
saw whence his madness came; and she felt
pity for him and held out her clasped
hands towrard him, saying in a very soft
voice and with eyes that grew sad and
tender:
"Ah, signor, signor. am I always to have

lovers, and never a friend?"
At this the unfortunate painter was over-

come and,.dropping his head between his
hands, he gave a deep, half-stifled sob, and
then he cried:
"God's curse on me, for having slandered

the beauty thart I love!" And then he
sobbed again.
But the princess wondered greatly what

he meant by his strange cry, and turning
her eyes again on him in bewildered ques-
tioning. saying, as she pointed to the pIc-
ture:
"TIhere is no slander here, signor, unless

too much praise be slander."
Giraldo made no answer In words, but,

springing toward her, caught her by the
wrist, and drew her across the room to
the door behind the easeL. With feverish
haste he unlocked It and passed through.
'1he princess, al'hough now free from his
grip, followed him in a sort of fascination.
Giraldo drew the door close behind him, an:1
at the moment the princess gave a cry,
half a scream, half laughter. For facing
her, she saw, each on Its easel, three, four,
five, sIx pictures of herself, each beautiful
and painted most lovingly; and the last of
the six was the picture that had been paint-
ed by order of the King of Gioittenberg.
For she knew it by the attire, although the
face had not been firished when she had
last seen it. A sudden enlightenment
pierced her mind and she knew that Giraldo
had not sent the pictures for which she had
sat to him, but -had kept them himself and
sent others to his patrons. This strang'e
conviction found Its sure confirmation in a
seventh easel whtch stood apart from the
rest, on the other side of the door; for It
supported what was in all respect a copy
of the portrait on which Giraldo was now
enigaged, save that by cunning touches he
had imparted to the face an alien and fear-
ful aspet; for here, although the features
had thir shape and perfect grace, yet it
was the face of a devil thalt looked out on
the canvas, a face that a man would not
have gazing at him from the wail on to the
bed where he sought sleep.
But when Giraldo saw her eyes fixed on

the. pict... h cried, "Trhaet.is fanyo-the

other is mine.' Are they not your features?
The King of Glottenberg should not have
even your features. But you shall have
them, and if a devil looks out through such
a fair mask, is It not so with all fair wo-
men, that lead even to aestruction? Where
Is your true picture, Princess Osra!" And
he flung kimself on a couch with a mad
cry of rage, and then a groan of despair.
The Princess Osra looked at hinm. and at

the beautiful pictures, and then at the pic-
ture that' was like her and yet like a devil.
First, she pitied the painter, and then
marveled at 'his wonderful skill, that so
transformed her without drawing a line
that could be called untrue. Thus think-
ing. she stood for a while, grave -and puz-
zled. But then the humor struck her, as it
struck her house, always in great things
and in small, and It seemed to her most
ludicrous that the pictures should all be
resting here, in Giraldo's house, while the
princes who had commanded portraits of
her had received nothing but distorted
parodies of her face, to the end that they
might be disgusted, and, abandoning the
alliance they had projected, leave her still
at Strelsau, to be painted times out of
number and most fruitlessly by this mad
painter. And, these thoughts gaining the
mastery over the others, In spite 9f the sad
plight ot-unhappy Signor Giraldo, her lips
curved Into'a now, her eyes gleamed in
dancing merriment6 and a moment later
she broke into a glad, gleeful laugh, that
rose sad rippled and fell t9 soft delighted
murmurings. And she looked again at the
picture that was like her and also like a
devil, and her mirth grew and grew at the
ingenuity of tle work and the mocking
defiltry so cunningly made out of her face.
Small wonder was It to her now that the
emtassles had not come.
The Princess Osra thus stood laughing,

and presently Signor Giraldo looked up,
and when he had listened and looked for a
few moments, his wild mood caught the In-
fection from her, so that, springing to his
feet, he also began to laugh loudly, like a
man who cannot restrain his amusement,
but is carried away by It beyond all bounds
and restraint. Thus Giralao laughed loud-
ly, long and fiercely, for there was mad-
ness in his laugh. And the princess heard
the madness, and, even while she still
laughed, her eyes opened in wonder, alarm
came on her face, her merry laugh quiv-ered. trembled, choked in her throat, and
at last died away into dumbness, yet -her
lips hung apart, frozen In the shape of
laughter, while no laughter came. And as
her laugh thus ended in -nute horror, his
grew louder yet and wilder, and Its peal
rang through the room, as he gasped be-
tween his spasms of horrid mirth: "You,you, you!" and pointed at the picture whichhe had touched Into devilishness. But she
shrank away and stood crouched againstthe wall, for she knew now that he was
mad. but did not know to what his fury
might next lead him. Then he caught up a
knife that lay on the sill of the window,
and now, smiling as though In grim quite
amusement, strode across to the row of
pictures, and, reaching up to them, knife
In hand. But Osra suddenly sprang for-
ward, crying, "Do not hurt them!'
"There?" he asked, turning to her with a

sneer. "These? I'll .destrby them all, for
they are no longen beautiful to me, but
that one only is beautiful; because It is
true," and he wrenched his arm away from
the detaining hand that she had laid upon
it. Falling back in terror, she watched
him cutting and slashing each of the pic-
tures, until the face was utterly destroyed.
And she feared that when he had finls'iad
with the pictures he would turn upon her;
therefore she flung herself on the couch,
hiding her face for fear of some horrible
fate; and she murmured low to herself,
"Not my face, 0 God, not my face!" And
she pressed her face down Into the cush-
ions of the couch, while he, muttering and
grumbling to himself, cut the pictures ir.to
strips and ribbons and strewed the frag-
ments at his feet on the floor. And, this
done, he turned to the face that he now
loved and poured out to It, an though it
had been an Idol he worshiped, a flood of
wild, passionate, reproachful words. that
Osra shivered to hear and the purport of
which she dared tell none, though, for all
her prayers, she could not herself forget
one of them.
At last he came to her again, and plucked

her roughly and rudely from the couch

THAT HE WAS MAD.

where she lay and dragged her behind him
back to the door again and through1 it, and
they stood together in front of the last pic-
ture, whose paint was still wet from his
hand. The painted face smiled down on
the trembling, pale girl, with its smile of
careless, serene dignity, so that now even
to herself it Eeemed hardly to be her pic-
ture. For it was the true presentment of a
king's daughter, and she no better than a
helpless, frightened girl. It seemed to re-
proach her, and suddenly she drew herself
to her full height and turned to Glraldo,
saying: "You shall not touch It." And she
stepped forward, so that she stood between
him and the picture, raising her hand and
forbidding him to approach it with his
kr.lfe. And now the picture seemed more
to be hers, although while It smiled she
frowned.
But at this moment there came through

the window that opened on the street the
clatter of horses' hoofs. At the sound G1-
raldo arrested the motion that he had al-
ready made to fling himself at the princess
--whether to kill her or only to thrust her
away from the front of the picture she did
not kr ow. Running to the window, ho
looked out, and called In seeming glee, "It
Is the king come to see my pictures!" And
he looked proud and happy, Going to the
door of the room, he flung it open and stood
there waiting for the king and the gentle-
men who attended the king. They were
not long in coming, for Rudolf was full of
anger, Impatience and anxiety, and ran
swiftly up -the staircase. His gentlemen
pressed into the room behind him, and Gi-
raldo drew back, keeping his face to the
king and lowing again and again. But the
king and the rest saw the knife In his
hand; and ragged strips of painted canvas
hung here and there on his clothes, while
the princess, pale and proud, stood guard-
ing the picture on the easel. The king, in
spite of his wonder, was not turned from
the purpose which had brought him to the
painter's house, but with a quick step dart-
ed up to Giraldo and thrust the letter of
the Marquis de Merosailles Into his hand,
bidding him in a sharp, peremptory tone to
read it and give what explanation he could
of the contents. Giraldo fell to reading of
It, while the king turned to his sister In or-
der to ask her why she seemed agitated
and stood so obstinately in front of her
own picture; hut at that Instant one of the
gentlemen, whose name wan Ladislas, gave
a cry of surprise, for he had looked through
the door into the Inner room and seen the
havoc and destruction that Giraldo had
made, and also the strange and terrible
picture that alone had escaped the knife.
The king, wondering, followed Ladislas to
the threshold of the inner room and passed
It, while his gentlemen, full of curiosity,
crowded close on his heels after him.
The Princess Os, thinking herself safe,

found her anger and terror pass away an
her mirth had passed before. Now she felt
in her heart that pity-which borders on
[tnderness and which she could neve,- e-

fEle to a man that I mher, let the folly
of his love and of th vances into
whieh it drove him be an it would.
Turning toward Girsldoe aw him fret-ting him puckered brO th is hand and
vainly seeking to 00=0 his disordered-
brain to understand M&d Merosailles' let-
ter. So she was very for him, and.
knowing the sudden mper to which
the careless king w 1ject, she glided
swiftly across. to th nter and whim-
pered: "Escape and Hide for a few
days. He will be furloum now, but he will
soon forget. Don't wa-ow, but escape,
signor. Some ham happen to youhete," and in her eag eaing with him
she laid her hand on iarm and looked
up In his face with imporng eyes. But
he looked at her with d, vacant star
muttezng, "I -oann -r the letteff'
then a wistful smile esaMon his face and
he thrust the letter toWbrd her, saying,
'.Madame, will you relifR for me?" And
at that moment hey 0 the king swear
an angry oath, for he .ad seen the mad
picture of his sister.
"No, no, not now." whispered Orn, be-

seeching Giraldo. "Not now, signor. i.-
ten, the king is angryl, Escape now, and
we will read the letter afterward." And
she was as earnest as though she had loved
him and was praying him to save himself
for tip sake of her love, .And he looked
into her softened eyes, and suddenly giv-ing a little cry, as If a great joy had come
to him unexpectedly and contrary to all
likelihood, he dropped . de Merosailles'
letter and sprang to where his brushes lay
on the floor, and seining them at his pal-
ette, he gave another swift glance at the
princess and then, turting to the picture,
began to paint with ngrvelous dexterity
and deftness and With*te swift confidence
of a man inspired to the work. As he
worked his brow grew smoother, the ten-
sion 'of his strained face relaxed, happi-
ness dawned in his eyes and a smile broke
on his lips, and Osmra watched him with a
tender, sorrowful gaze. Still he paintedand he was painting, when the king burstin from the other room, In a great rage,
and carrying his sword drawn in his hand,
for he had sworn by Our Lady and St.Petcr
to kill the rogue who had done the princess
such a wrong and sg slandered her beauty.
And his gentlemen caine in with him, all
very ready to see Giraldo killed, but each
eager that the king should leave the task
to him, Yet, when they entered and saw
Giraldo painting as though he were wrapt
by some ecstasy, and had forgotten all
that had passed, nay, even their very pres-
ence, they paused in unwilling and con-
strained hesitation, and Osra raised her
hand to bid tgem stay still where they
were and not interfere with Giraldo's
painting. For now she desired above all
things on earth that he should be left to
finish his task. For he thought he had
read more than pity and more than ten-
derness In Osra's eyes; he had seemed to
see love there, and thus he had cried out
In joy, and thus he was now painting as
never had even he, for all his skill, painted
before. His unerring hand, moving lightly
to and fro, imparted- the sweetness of his
delusive vision to the canvas, so that the
eyes of the portrait glowed with wonderful
and beautiful love and gentleness. Pres-
ently Girhaldo began tossing very softly
to himself a sweet, happy old song that
peasants sang to peasant girls in the fields
outside his native Verona on summer even-
ings. His head was thrown back In tri-
umph and exultation as he sang and work-
ed, tasting the luxury of love and gloryingIn the tribute that his genius paid td her
whom he loved. Thus came a moment of
great joy to the soul of Giraldo, the paint-
er; for a man's love and a man's work
are, when they seem to prosper, of all
things the sweetest, and their union In one
his life's consummation.

It was done. He laid down the brush
and drew back a step, looking on what he
had done. The princess came softly and
slowly, as though attc against her
will, and stood by him: fO'r she saw that
this picture was now, wyand all compare,
the most perfect and~be&iiful of all that
he or any other man ad ainted of her;
and she loved him glorifying her.
But, before many min ents had gone by,
a sudden start and a rIten through Gi-
raldo's body. The spel of his entranced
ecstasy broke; his ey fe from the mas-
terpiece that he had ,dand wandered
to those who stood amppI!r-to the gen-
tlemen who did not k ow ,hether to won-
der or to laugh. to t Angry face of the
king and the naked saord n his hand; at
last to Osra, whose ey'es' wire still on the
picture. And his ekultatioal vanished, and
with it went, as It: seerpe to them, his
madness. Reason dawned for a moment in
his eyes, but was qu4ncLhed in an instant
by shame and despai Tor' he knew that
all had seen that Ot1r picture, and they
knew not what he 4-one; and suddenly,
with a stifled cry, he flng himself full-
length on the floor at, O*i-a's feet.
"Let us wait," said she gently. "He will

be himself, soon."
But the king was too angry to listen.
"He has made us fools before half Eu-

rope," he said angrily, "and he shall not
live to talk of ItL And you-have you seen
the picture yonder?"
"Yes, I have seen it," said she. "But he

does not now think that picture like me,
but this one." And she turned to the gen-
tlemen and desired them to raise Giraldo
and lay him on a couch. and they obeyed.
Then she knelt by his head; and, after
a while, he opened his eyes, seeming sound
of sense In everything except that he be-
lieved she loved him, so that he began to
whisper to her as lovers whisper to their
loves, very tenderly and very low. And
the king, with his gentlemen, stood a little
way off. But the princer-s said nothing to
Giraldo, neither refusing his love nor yet
saying what was false; yet she suffered
him to talk and to reach up his hand and
gently touch a lock of hair that strayed on
her forehead. And he, sighing in. titter hap-
piness and contentment, closed his ey-3s
again and lay back very quietly on the
couch.
"Let us go." said she, rising. "I will

send a physician." And she bade one of
the gentlemen lock the inner room and give
her the key, and she and the king, and
they all, then departed, and sent his ser-
vants to go tend Giraldo; and Osra caused
the king's physician also to be summoned.
But Giraldo did no more than linger some
few days alive; and for the most of them
he was In a high fever, his brain being
wild; and he raved about the princess,
sometimes railing at her, sometimes prais-
ing her; yet once or twice he woke calm
and happy, as he had been when she knelt
by him, and having for his only 'lelusion
the thought that she still knelt there and
was breathing words of love into his ear.
And in this last merciful error, in respect
of which the physicians humored him, he
one day, a week later, passed away and
was at peace.
Then the princess came, attended by one

gentleman in whom she placed confidence,
and she destroyed the evil picture that
Giraldo had painted, and having caused a
fire to be made, burnt up the pieces of it
and all the ruins of the pictures that Giral-
do had destroyed. But that on which he
had last worked so happily, and with such
triumph of art, she carried with her to the
palace, and presently she caused copies to
be made of It and sent to each of the
princes by whom Giraldo had been com-
manded to paint her picture, and with it
the money he had received, the whole of
which was found to be untouched in a cab-
net in his house. But the picture itself she
hung in her own chamber, and would often
look at it, feeling great sorrow for the fate
of Giraldo, the painter.-
Yet King Rudolf could not be prevailed

to pity the young man, sayingg that for his
part be should have t'o be mad before the
love of a woman should drive him mad;
end he cursed Giralio foe' an insolent
knave, declaring that 'ho did 'ell to die of
his awn accord, And 'b'ecauM. do Mero-
salles had gallantly defene his sister's
beauty in three duelse le sit him by the
hands of a great ofileer his Order of the
Red Rose, which M. jie Merolsailles wore
with great pride at -the court. of Versailles.
But whcn the copieb of the last picture

reached the courts to 'which' hey were ad-
dressed, together wit. the groney and a
brief history of Giral 's magi doings, the
princes turned their thoughts again to the
matter of the alliancd, and several embas-
sies set out for Strelsau, so, that Princess
Osra said with a smile that was half sad,
half amused and very whimsical:
"I am much troublpd by feason of the

loss of Signor Giraldo, my paintpr."
She Was1 Right.

From Life.
The benighted barbarian, in accordance

'ytith the time-honored custom of his tribe,
lay in wait in the grass, waiting for the
approach of the maiden whom he had
chosen to woo.
As soon as she passed, he arose and, with

one blow 3f the large and knotty club he
carried, felled her to the earth.
She awoke from the consequent swoon to

find herselt flung across his shoulder, as
he proceeded toward his hut. Though
daxed at first, she realized that she had
been proposed to in the regular style.
"Dear me, Mr. Gwrrbblu," she twittered,
"this Is so sudden!"
In her case, there was really some excnse

for the remark.

IS YOUR BRAIlt TIREDTI
Take Horaford's Aci Phosphate,
It supplies the needed food for the brain and

RICHES AND POVERTY
Lhe Millionaire Ohio Benator Chats

Entertainingly About Money.
001CEHIIUMAM JIL POLIT

Ie Says That Cleveland is Not a

Candidate.

PROPHESIES GOOD TIMES

f(Oyrighted, 180, by Frank 0. GhVeter.)
NEW YORK, September 8, 1M5

HE 1IED-HEiAT'ED
baby of a poor Pres-
byterian paras'n in
an Ohio village when
Andrew Jackson was

President.e .

Ared-headed, frec-
kled-faced boy doing
odd jobs to *ork his
way through college
during the presidency

- of James Buehanan.Fit A private soldier
and captain through-
out the war, under

brshamLincoln, and a young lawyer in
he country town of Tima fighting for the
iare necessities of life, while Andrew Johtd-
on, Ulysses S. Grant and Rutherford B.
Iayes held the reins of state.
Such was the record of Calvin S. Brice

ip until the time he was thirty-five. This

was fifteen years ago. This week he cele-
rates his fiftieth birthday. What Is he:ow? He is one of the richest men of the
Jnited States. He owns more railroads
han you can count on your fingers and
oes, and he pours out money like water
in everything that will gratify his ambi-
Ion. When he was married he had to bor-
ow the money to make his wedding jour-

Senator Brice.

iey. Today his family spends fortunes in
Lweek, and he has given single dinnerswhich cost $12,000 apiece. During the pastsummer he has been living in the palace

if a millionaire at Newport. His winter
Lonic is the great mansion which the mil-
lonailre Corcoran owned at Washington,
here Daniel Webster entertained when hewas Secretary of State. and his New York-esidence is one of the finest on 5th avenue.

le iakes gold like a Midas and he spends
t like a Lucullus. I might better say he
ipends it like a Caesar. Money is with himmnly a means to an end, and his ambitions
xtend wider than those of the million-
Lire society dazzler. His belly is not his
;od. and his luxurious surroundings are
nore for the pleasure of his family thanaimself. His own desires run rather tomusiness and political power, and he is)laying the game of public life in his big.mcld way, betting to the full on every hand
Lnd ready to rake in everything that mayome upon the table. A few years ago
le was only a Wall street speculator. Now
ie Is one of the boldest operators of New
rork, a maker and builder up of great rail-'oad properties, the United States Senator
rom Ohio, the closest of the confidential
Ldvisers of the President of the United
Itates, and, though he says he does not
want it, a possible President himself.

How Brice Looks.
I knew Sehator Brice when he was at
he beginning of his remarkable career,
le used to come about the state house at
'olumbus with his pantaloons in his boots,tn old slouch hat on his head and hislothes spattered with the mud which he
iad gotten in going over the route of the
)hlo Central railroad, his first railroad en-
erprise. in which he was Interested with
'barley Foster, at that' time governor of
he state. His hair was 'hen as red as fire.
t has since. changed to a dark auburn,mut with this exception he looks no dif-
erent today than he did then. He dresses
Llittle better, and when I called uponilm at his office on Broadway yesterday

te wore a light gray business suit which
ost. I judge, about $30, with a blue four-
n-hand showing out from under his full
iright red beard. He has blue eyes, as
tard as steel, a ather low forehead ofnediuni breadth, and a nose as prominentis that of any man in the United Stateslenate. His head is remarkably long from"ront to back. and It Is covered with a
hick thatch of curly auburn hair, throughwhich Its owner Is always running his
iands. Senator Brice is a good talker. His
nind is as clear as a bell. His answers are
tuick. He is not afraid to say what hehinks. He is full of ideas, and always
jas something to say.

The Ohio Demfocracy.
I first asked him as to the condition of
he Ohio democracy, and whether he
bought the party could carry the state.
Ile refused to give any expression as to
he chances, and would not answer my
luery as to whether they had a fighting
hance. He said the party was united, and
hat they had agreed to drop the silver
luestion for the time, and leave the set-
lement of it to practical legislators, Hevould not say he was a candidate for theYnited States Senate, stating that there
would be time enough for that after the
tate was carried, and, in short, wss de-i1dedly non-committal on the subject.W~hen I came to bational politics, however,
its tongue began to loosen, and he said:

"I think the chance for democratic suc-~ess is far better for the national election
han for Ohio. There will be a steady Im-
rovement in the times from now on for
he thirteen months which must elapse be-sore the national election. The people will
Lttribute their prosperity to the democratic
arty, and will vote to continue it in power
-ather than risk the experiment of a
:hange."
"How about the issues, Senator?"
"The issues will be those made by thelemocratic administration, the sustaining

af Its policy and acts, and the embodiment

f the principles which it has upheld. The

:hief -issue will be the record of the party
Lnd of President. Cleveland, and the ques-
;ion as to whether it shall be indorsed or

lot."
"How about the candidates?"
"There will be no trouble in finding good

nen." replied Senator Brice. "We have
alenty of them In the party. I don't care

;0 narticularize just now. It is too early

;o make predictions. The man will be de-
ermined by many things which will occur

uetween now and the convention,"

Cleveland, Not a Candidate.
"How about President Cleveland? Will

ie be a candidate for a third term?"

"I think not, I don't believe he wants athird term, nor that he would consent to

lave his name presented to the convention
for that purpose."

"What is your estimate of Cleveland?"
"I think he Is the greatest states-
nan and party leader of his time.

He is one of the best Presidents we have

ver had, and he has made a great admin-

stration. He has placed the democratic

party on a high plane, and his democracy,

its honesty and his intregrity are unsur-
passed in the history of our chief execu-tives."
"Wherein Is his chief element of great-

less?"

"The desire to do the right thing for the

&marican peonle, reanrdless of cne-

usane, ad the ahnity to pDassquick and
proper Julament een .at- as they
come up. He has In a marked degree the
genius of oommom-eense, and also that
power of continued attention to business
whioh is one of the attributes of genius it-

"Then you do not consider him an egotist
-a great I Am, who considers no other
thought than his ownl"
"No. President Cleveland is not that kind

of a ma," repUed Senator Brice. "He has
a mind of his own, and he acts upon it. but
at the same time he advises with others
and is careful and conservative in his judg-
ment. He is a student of public opinion,
and he always wants to know the senti-
ment of the people before he decides."
"Has he. on the whole, done good to the

democratic party?"
"With such a character." replied the Sen-

ator. "he could not do otherwise."
Brice Does Not Want the Presideney.
"How about yourself, Senator?" said L

"Are you a candidate for the presidential
nomination?"
"No, I am not," was the emphatic reply.
"Will you be a candidate?"
.,No..:
"Stil, your name is frequently mentioned,

and people think you have ambitious in
that way." said L
"That may -be," replied Senator Bries,

"But people are-mistaken. I am a business
man, and I have large business interests.
Now, I have noted that when a man gets
the presidential bee An his hat his business
brains fly out of his skull. I am not pre-
pared to leave my business matters, and I

ve no degre to be a presidential candi-
date."

Campbell and the Presideney.
"I will not say that I have no preferences

as to candidates." Senator Brice went on.
"We have a man in Ohio who will make a
big presidential quantity if the election
gces our way. I refer to Gov. Campbell.
If the state should go democratic he win
probably be presented to the eonvention."
"What kind of a candidate would he

make?'
"A very strorg one. He has a good rec-

ord anid all the elements of a popular
leader."
"How about the presidency., Is he big

enough for the office?"
"I think so," replied Senator Brice. "H!e

has executive ability, and would make a
great President."
"But. Senator, do you think the canglidate

will come from the west? Heretofore your
party has taken all Its presidential candi-
dates from the east."
"I don't think the matter of locality

makes much difference." replied Senator
Brice. "Of course, I. as an Ohio man, am
for a man from Ohio as against all others.
Outside of that It makes no iifference to
me whence the candidate comes. The rail-
rmad, the telegraph and the interchange of
social and business interests have made
the people of this country a homogeneous
whole, not bounded by stated geographical
lines. The people don't care where the
candidate comes from. What they want
is the right candidate."

A Long Era of Prosperity.
"You referred, Senator, to prospective

good times. Do you think tIe present era
of prosperity has come to stay?"
"Yes," was the most emphatic reply. "I

think we are on the edge of the most pros-
perous time we have had for years. I be-
lieve for the next eight or ten years at
least that this country will see a business
prosperity unequaled in Its history or in
the history of the world. Every one of our
7Z,000,000 people will feel It, and it will be
lo'g before It passes away. There wll be
a great development along many lines, and
it will be a permanent development."
"Some business men look upon the pres-

ent good times as merely a spurt," said L
"I do not believe that," replied Senator

Brice. "We are over our panic, which
comes periodically every decade or so. We
have had our settlement. We have read-
justed our business, and we are now iding
on the macadamised road of prosperity. It
is true, we may have now.and then some
slhght financial thunder storms, but these
will be temporary and local. They will not
be lasting nor generaL"
He Talks of Railroad Investments.
"I suppose It is on this basis. Senator.

that you have been increasing your rail-
way Investments. I see that you have
bought a number of new roads in the past
few weeks."
"Yes," replied Senator Brice, "you am

right. For the drat time in- five years the
companies with which I am-tonnected have
gone 'into new enterprises. We believe in
the future, and are now spending money on
that belief."
"But are you not afraid, Senator, to in-

vest much in railroads, with the great pos-sibilities of electricity, as to their manage-
ment? A new Invention is liable to come
up any day that may revolutionize the
cperations of all the railroads of the coun-try."
"That may be so," replied Senator Brice.

"I have interests in electrical matters as
well as railroads. I suppose in a change
of that kind we shall be able to take care
of ourselves. I don't know that there is
going to be as much"money in railroads as,In some other lines during the next few
years. but all of my training has been with
railroads. and I therefore continue to work
in them."

The Heart of Ameries.
"You speak of general prosperity. In

what parts of the United States do you
think the development will be the greatest
In the near future?"
"In the best part of the United States,"

replied Senator Brice. "and in that which
is destined to be for all time the greatestand best part of the country. I mean the
strip of territory- running two hundred
miles north and south of New York and
extending west to the Missouri river. This
is the heart of America. and it will alwaysbe so. It will grow immensely within the
next few years."
"How about the south, Senator? You

have large interests there?"
"The south will grow," replied Senator

Brice. "but not like that central belt. The
southern people will be surprised at the
good times which are coming to them.
They have an undeveloped empire, with
mighty possibilities, and the growth of
their section will be for them phenomenaLIt will not, however, compare with that of
the region I have referred to."

liandling Millions.
"Senator," said I, "you were a poor boy.

you have had to hustle, and hustle hard
for the dollar, Now, I wonder how it
mrakes a poor boy feel to handle and control
millions."
"There is no difference between handling

millions and handling cents," replied Sen.
ator Brice. "It takes no more -exercise of
brain power to do great things than to do
little ones. I exercised just as much
thought on my small operations as I -do
now ffn my large ones, and It was fully as
hard to succeed with the little as the big.
It is much like driving a horse. You may
drive one worth $100 or one which is worth
$100,000. It takes no more muscle nor care
to drive one than the other."

Slosse Seerets of Saceess.
"You say, Senator, you are not a presi-

dentIal candidate, and that you prefer to
devote yourself to business. Have you a
great ambition to succeed in this way?
What Is your highest Ideal? What do you
hope to do? What is the end?'
"I don't know that I have any ambition

In that way," replied Senator Brice. "I
have never planned far a~head, never set
a point to work for, and striven with all
my force for years to gain It. My life has
been very full, and I have always aimed to
do what was In front of me, with not
much thought for the far future, That is
what I amn doing today."."That Is probably one of the secrets of
your great success, Senator, is It not!'
"Yes, I suppose so," replied the million-

aire. "I have concentrated my efforts on
the things before me, and have thus been
able to throw all my force Into the work,
Had my energies been frittered away on
schemes for the future, I might have done
worse."
"But, Senator," said I, "can you bold

yourself In check, and keep to the present?
Have you. In short, always perfect control
over that entity-which you call yourself!"
"Yes, I have," replied Senator Brice. "I

can think of my business or not, as I
please. I can leave It here when I leave my
office. I never worry. I have passed
through several financial panics, and have
seen things looking very dark at times. It
has never affected my mental equilibrium.
I have just gone ahead, doing the best I
could with the things In front of me, and
have always come out not much thq worse
for the wear."
"Then, I suppose, you sleep well, Sen-

ator?" said I.
"Always,- and that when I please.,

could lie down on that table now and go to
sleep."

Newr York Hen Not Giants.
"How about New York business men,
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Senator?' said L "You come from one of
the country towns of the wOet. Some of
the men out there think that these business
men of New York are of a higher order of
creation, and are just a little shrewder and
sharper than anrothers on the pIAnet.

"I have not found it so." reped Senator
Brice. "We have cors of men h over
Ohio who will average up with these fel-
lows here. The difference Is that of en-
vironment and chances. It Is the amo
here, the same in London and the m In
Lima. God made men about the same all
the world over. Nature'h yard stick Rever
measures over six feet intellectually any
more than physically."
At this point the Senator was called away

to a railroad meeting, and the interview
was forced to a close.

FRANK G. CARPENTER.

A ROYAL TOURIST.

The Queen of Italy and Hew Pendness
for Momtain Climbina.

From St. Psul's.
Having donned the costume of a Tuscan

contadina, in which she looks remarkably
well, Queen Margherita of Italy is now

climbing the mountains around Geeseoney.
The OcId Stick once had the privilege of
seeing a fne portrait of tLe "Pearl Queen"
in this attire, so can describe it with a fair,
ameunt of lucidity. It consists of a short
full petticoat of the brightest scarlet, a
close-fitting black velvet corsage, with
braces acrom the shoulders arranged over
a snowy cheln'sette, and large sleeves of
cambric. Black silk stockings were worn
and low shoes with har.dsome old siver
bvckles, while a heavy chain, also of sil-
ver. hung round the neck and down to the
waist. The unrivaled headdress of white
linen falling onto the shoulders, and fasten-
ed to the hair by large slver pins, which Is
now unfortunately so rarely seen In Its
native hcme of Italy. rested on the queen's
beautiful hair, and completed as charming
a ccstume as any painter might wish to
decmaking her way through bush and
briar, her nyjesty eachanges the coifure
for a black lce veIl, which Is very lightaid serviceable. It Is drawn down in front
that it may afford shade to the eyes, and
droops low behind so as to protect the nape
of the neck from the sun. For her real ex-
peditions, those when she leaves the hotel
at 3 o'clock in the morning and does not
return till 9 at night, the queen puts en a
tweed sult, with gaiters. and a small cap.
such as may be seen In the Illustrations
of the mountaineering volume of the Bad-
m!Lton Lbrary.
Her majesty is much more keen on climb-

Ing now than when at sixteen years of age
she was woted and won by her cousin.
Prince Humbert of Savoy. but every year
she fnds it more difficult to secure a com-
panion in her wanderings from among the
ladies of her court. Noble dames andmaider.. from the Thirty Cities which pro-vide the queen of the-peninsula with at-tctudants are eager In proffering their serv-lees what time she Is at the Quirmal. at
Capo di Wnte, the castles of Turin, Flor-
ence and the rest, but when there is a-
question of th, Val d'Aosta. the rockysk pes around the Matterhorn, or similar
pleasure grounds, one and all hold back.
or* is their reluctance overcome by the

kancwledge that their midday meal will con-
sisc mainly of a crust of bread and bottleof milk. cr at most a slice of dried goat'sflesh. This Is eaten in the open air, or If
the rain be very heavy and the wind verysharp. In the nearest of those chaletswblch, so picturesque without, are apt to
be lean desirable within.
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Ecomemateal Chemistry.
Vram the Brooklyn Eagle.
Chemistry.like a thrifty housewife, ecomo-

mixes every scrap. The horseshoe nails
dropped In the streets are carefuily col-
lected and reappear as swords and guns.
The main ingredient of certain ink was
once the broken hoop of an old beer barrel.
The chippinge of the traveling tinker are
mixed with the parings of horses' hooQi
and the worst kinds of woolen rags, and
these are worked up Into exquisite blue dys
which graces the dress of courtly damea.

Not High-flera.
From Truth.

Matilda Maloney-"She's taijin' on a lot
of airs jIst because she's old enouagh ter
wear a corsiek."
Ethel McSwath-"Yes, but she ain't no

heavy swell. fer no real aristocrats don't
never wear theIr corsicks on do outside of
der clothss. lie at


